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BY THE AUTHOR OF THE CICERON IAD. 


Romulus, et Liber Pater, et cum Caſtore Pollux, 
<« Poſt ingentia facta, Deorum in templa recepti; 
Dum terras hominumque colunt genus, aſpera bella 
„ Componunt, agros aſſignant, oppida condunt; 

% Ploravere ſuis non reſpondere favorem 

* Speratum meritis” 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, 


ADDRESSED TO: 


William, Earl of Mansfield. 


N O more, ye Muſes! I invoke your Aid, 


No longer court you in the ſylvan Shade; 


No more your Influence, hov'ring o'er my Song, 


Again ſhall tempt to pleafe a worthleſs Throng; 


B - Your 
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Little he thinks what Evils will enſue; 


And e'en deny a little Share of Praiſe— 


(2) 


Your Flights, your Fables, and your Dreams, are o'er; 


Your claſſic Viſions ſooth my Mind no more 5 
The Love of Fame no more diſturbs my Breaſt; 


Thanks to Experience! now my Heart's at Reſt.— 
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What Dangers wait the Man who deals in Rhymes! 


What unknown Dangers in theſe envious Times ! 


His Foes are many, and his Friends are few ; 
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And een thoſe Friends behold with jealous Eyes 
'The Man who aims above themſelves to riſe; 
By little Arts they ſtrive to pull him down, 
And their Hearts ſicken if he gains Renown ; 
They fink his Beauties, and his Faults they raiſe, 
Such are his Friends !—what Hopes then from his Foes, 
Who, hot for Vengeance, mark him where he goes ?— 
5 When 


* 

3 5 — 

« \ 5 * 

- N 

rr N 9 . 1 

A Maps 8 772 7 4 Mx 8 8 Sas 4, Ie nn * 
e eee, L WN e eee 7 r S . a R 3 

% 5 ** e * Fe 2 * * W * an * Y 


IHE I Es ne . egos 
88 A 88 2 WT» rh 
* Ar 0G 9% 

Is . SER AV a 


=” 


When gath'ring Clonds the Face of Heaven deform. 
The prudent Traveller ſees, and flies the Storm 
But where for Shelter ſhall the Poet fly? | 
W hat Hopes of Safety from a milder Sky! 


When the wild Tempeſt, rattling in the Air, 
Ruffles his Soul, and lays his Boſom bare; 


When Critics rage, and with malignant Joy 


Sport with the Merit, which they can't deſtroy.— 


In vain has HERMES and ApoLLo ſhed- 


Their Wit and Wiſdom on their Poet's Head; 


The Rage of Critics overleaps all Bounds, 


And Wit and Wiſdom, Right and Wrong confounds.— 


Ve tuneful Triflers, who miſpend your Time, 


In turning harmleſs Nonſenſe into Rhyme ; 


Whoſe fond Conceits too often make you hope 


To rival GoLD8MITH, or to equal Por- 


(4) 
Before in Ink you dip your maiden Quills, 
Weigh well the Hazard, and conceive the Ills; 


The nameleſs Ills that from Ambition fpring, 


| Whether it rules a Poet, or a King. — 


When young in Life, how anxious for a Name 
What Ways we take to gain the Bubble Fame! 
The Thoughts of others: oft our Peace deſtroy, A ah + 
And in the Lap of Pleaſure mar our Joy, 

But many Scenes, and many Trials paſt, 


We ſeek Applauſe from our Gn. Hearts at laſf.—— 

In thee, my ManspIELB, Merit finds a Friend, a 
By thee ſupported Virtue gains her End; 
Sick of the noiſy Jargon of the Schools, 
Eſcap'd from Pedants, and eſcap'd from Fools, 
By thee protected Science now explores 


More healthy Climates, and more pleaſing Shores; 
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Juſtice and Mercy now walk Hand in Hand, 


And dire Oppreſſion flies a favor'd Land; 
Cloath'd in the Garb of Reaſon, Law appears, 
Rich with the Wiſdom of a thouſand Years. 


01 had I Yd thy ſacred Name 
And join'd with worthleſs Men to damn thy Fame! 
Then Hell-born Infamy had prais'd the Deed ; 
Well-pleas'd to ſee thy Reputation bleed ; 
And ſcouling Envy had beheld, with Pride, 
The Muſe, unbluſhing, turn from Virtue's Side; 
Then, 10 my Verſe had ſcapꝰd the Critic's Frown, 
And even Bavivs given it Renown 
But, by my Soul! I thank my happier Fate, 
I've not the Love of Bavivs, but his Hate ; 
Thanks to my Stars ! no Villain takes my Part, 
And with his Praiſes ſtabs me to the Heart; 
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'Tis Virtue, only, that my Steps attends, 


Ard makes me hate her Foes, and love her Friends ; 


And hence the Reaſon ev'ry Fool may ſee, 


Why, virtuous MAansFIELD, I'm a Friend to thee !— 


But what, my MaxsrIELD, does thy Worth avail ! 
The greater that, the more thy Foes will rail 


Canſt thou ſuppoſe that Vice to thee will bend? 


Is it not known that thou art Virtue's Friend ! 


Sooner ſhall Fox forget the Dice to throw, 
Sooner ſhall Senſe in JounsToN's Periods flow, 
Sooner ſhall BARRE feel the Bluſh of Shame, 


Than Knaves and Fools reyere a MANSFIELD's Name. 


Is there a Man, who in theſe venal Days, 
Unbought, unpenſion'd, gives to Virtue Praiſe; 
Who ſcorns the Bribe of Infamy to take, 


And follows Virtue for fair Virtue's Sake ? 


(1 
Where'er I find I'll hold him to my Heart, 
And boaſt his Friendſhip, all-devoid of Art ; 
Though, on his Breaſt, no Star, of Edward, ſhines, 
Enrich'd with Luſtre from Golconda's Mines ; 
Nay! tho', when Winds the Face of Heaven deform, 
His humble Cottage ſhakes beneath the Storm, 
Thither, ah! thither, oft” my Steps ſhall tend, 


To view the Freeman, and embrace the Friend, — 


Whilſt you, my Lord, a Scene of Glory paſt, 
Behold each Day till brighter than the laſt, 
Whilſt no one Action gives your Heart a Pain, 
(For Faction ne'er could yet your Honor ſtain, ) 
Each Moment bears you nearer to the Skies, 


Where Angels wait to give the glorious Prize, 


Then 
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Then what, my MaANsFIELD, does it ALL avail! 


Sure Fame at beſt is but an idle Tale! 
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Heard and forgotten with thoſe nameleſs Things, 
Which, Shame to think it, wound the beft of Kings : 


If Wir kxs enjoy'd it, it ſhould check his Pride 


| "Twas givin to CROMWELL, and to CuARLEs deny'd,— 


Let Folly bind to her triumphal Car 4 
The ſhouting Plaudit, and the loud Huzzal — = 
And, when the Noifc of Thouſands rends the Sky, 


Let the Heart flutter, and the Pulſe beat high; 


Yet ſoon ſhall Folly find it, to her Coſt, 


That Fame's a Thing no ſooner gain'd than loft; 
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Some idle Shouts, and then it all is o'er, 
And thoſe ſhall curſe her, who ador'd before I 


The Gaze of Fools no real Joy conveys, 


Mean is their Cenſure, and as mean their Praiſo.— 
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When TurLy, driven from degen'rate Rome, 


In filent Sorrow mourn'd an Exile's Doom, 


Each virtuous Citizen his Fate deplor'd, 


And each brave Roman offer'd him his Sword: 


And hadſt thou, TuLLY, their Aſſiſtance found, 


The CLopian Faction, then, had bit the Ground; 
Nor had thy Death api ſhameleſs Age, 
Which gave thee up to cool a Ruffian's Rage. 
Peace to thy Manes, O! illuſtrious Shade! 

Reſt to thy Aſhes, whereſoc'er they're laid. 

No greater Name to diſtant Times ſhall ſhine, 


Or if a greater, MANSFIELD! it is thine.— 


The Good and Wiſe, how oft by Cares oppreſt! 


How oft the Villain's, and the Blockhead's Jeſt ! 
D 


How 


0 
How often left, in the tempeſtuous Hour, 
To fall a Victim to oppreſſive POwer! 
Yet Vice and Folly Heaven ne'er makes its Care, 
Awhile they flouriſh, and then fade in Air; 
But Virtue, fair Virtue, ſhall remain the ſame, 


And gain Rewards beyond or Wealth or Fame.— 


If fo, then, Virtue ! thou ſhalt ſtill be mine, 
Around my Bros ſtill ſhall thy Glories ſhine ; 
In every Trial thou ſhalt be my Friend, 

And, having won me, keep nic ro the End,— — | | 
Let others follow where gay Folly leads 4 
Her dancing Vot'ries through cmpurpled Meads ; 
Who ſport their Plumage to the riſing Sun, 
And, fond of Pleaſure, every Danger ſhun : 
Enough for me that I prefer the Road 


That leads to Virtue's calm and chaſte Abode. 


Rugged, 


( 11 Y 
Rugged, indeed, and dangerous is the Way, 


By Foes ſurrounded, there's no Time for Play; 


No Time for Songs to float along the Air, 
No Time for Dalliance with the wanton Fair. 


Vet are there Pleaſures that enchant the brave, 


Who, nurs'd in Freedom, learn to ſpurn the Slave : 
Whether they find him deep within the Mine, 

Or in gay Fetters bound at Pleaſure's Shrine ; 
Whether *tis Vice, or Folly, rules his Soul, 

Or this World's Goods his little Thoughts controul ; 
The Slave their Pity or Contempt muſt move, 


And high Diſdain ſucceed the Place of Love.— 


But Thoughts like theſe will every Kun oppoſe, 
Will gain few Friends, and make me many Foes : 
But all my Foes ſhall ne'er diſturb my Eaſe, 

If thoſe are pleas'd whom I could with to pleaſe; 
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Tf Non, and web as Nox rk, my Lays approve; 
Or if at laſt I gain my MANSFIELD's Love. 


The ſame to me if in or out of Power; 


Still fond of Virtue, though ſhe brings no Dower: 


The ſame to me in high or low Eſtate, 


Whether ſhe gains me Love, or gains me Hate; 


Whether ſhe makes me Foes, or makes me Friends, 


The ſame my Motives, and the ſame my Ends. 
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